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Chapter | 


Author's Notes: 
second chapter coming (hopefully) soon! enjoy! 


"Not in the mood for bar hopping?" 


Trent shook his head. He leaned against the back of the elevator with his arms crossed. | guess he chose not 
to change out of the ripped tank top and black shorts he wore onstage earlier. What allured me in particular 
were his mesh stockings and the garters fastening them. It was far from the first time he wore it, but | 
couldn't help but stare at his legs. 


| lifted my gaze to his face. "Can | ask why?" 


"lm not in the mood to drink tonight," he almost whispered. His eyes met mine for a moment, then averted to 


the red number on the screen above us. 


The elevator dinged as the doors opened slowly. | took two steps forward and turned around. He uncrossed his 
arms and stood up straight. It wasn't until | faced forward and led him to my room that my mind registered 
the rosy blush across his face. | swallowed, and felt my blood rush south. Seeing him in.. certain ways turned 
me on for reasons | couldn't explain. It wasn't that | was confused about my sexuality, because | wasn't. | knew 
what | liked, and saw no point in labeling it. | also knew that | felt certain ways about Trent, and that they were 
mutual. We acted upon them, but didn't label anything either. That worked for me. It was easier for me than 
putting it into words out loud. 


| stopped at room 512 and swiped my key card. | let Trent go inside first and followed behind him, closing and 
locking the door behind me. 


Trent seated himself on the foot of the bed, his hands folded in his lap as he faced the TV. Forgetting | even 
left it on all night, | sauntered to the red couch in the corner and sat down. | huffed and began untying my 
shoes. After | kicked one of them off and moved on to the other, | heard Trent chuckle a few times. It wasn't 


until Trent let out a short but normal laugh that | looked up to see what was amusing him so much. 


‘In case you were wondering," | kicked the second shoe off. "I didn't bring you over here so we could watch 


Killer Klowns From Outer Space all night." 
He turned around, completely facing me. "Then why did you?" 


| left the couch and sat on the bed next to Trent, my right thigh brushing against his left. "Well.. why aren't 
you at a bar right now? Drinking with your band?" 


"Because | don't want to drink tonight," he replied in the exact tone as in the elevator. "And it's not exactly my 
band." 


"First of all, yeah it is. Second of all.. is that the real reason?" 
He shot me a look instead of answering me right away. | could usually read him easily, but at that moment | 
was unsure if he was anxious, flustered, or both. What | knew for sure was that his voice grew softer if he 


felt vulnerable. 


"Kevin." he only called me by my actual name when he wanted to be candid with me. "I want to spend my night 


with you." 
Somehow, that got me flustered. The way he responded kind of made me feel like an asshole. | never meant to 
back him into a corner or embarrass him. What started out as jeering and flirting turned into.. an intimate 


moment? 


| couldn't think of anything to say, so | kissed him instead. 


Chapter 2 


Trent made a surprised sound in his throat when | kissed him. | didn't wait for him to react, | just moved my 
lips against his closed ones. My hand made its way to his neck, holding him. Then he finally reciprocated, our 
mouths moving together at the same slow pace. He made another quiet sound when | slid my tongue inside, 


moaning as it met his own. We alternated between tasting one another and pausing for air between kisses. 


Before | knew it, | was lying on my back with Trent straddling himself on top of me. He pulled his shirt up, the 
same way he did onstage earlier. In my mind, the sight brought me back to when the band played Down h It 
He balled it up into his fist, exposing his torso right as he rutted his hips up towards the crowd. But he looked 
right at me, standing right in front of the stage. 


A quiet "oh" escaped my lips, my erection throbbing as | recalled him shaking his hips. In front of a massive 
crowd. In front of me. | gazed at Trent, who was now shirtless and looking back at me with hooded eyes. He 


reacted to my touch with a blissful sigh, and started rolling his hips. 
"I want this so bad," he purred. "Your hands.. all over me." 


| swallowed, holding his hips tightly in hopes that it would coax him into moving a little faster or harder. Not to 
climax, | only wanted more, and to see how far this would go. 


"You want it just as bad as | do, don't you?" He lowered his head to look at me. 
| felt my face heat up as | tried to speak. "Y-yeah." 
"Then take me," he breathed, his hands running up my chest. 


My right hand cupped his chin, my thumb brushing against his lips. His tongue darted at it before he closed 
his lips around it. | pushed it further into his mouth instinctively, to which he hollowed his cheeks and sucked 
while lapping his tongue. 


With both of his hands, he pulled mine away. His eyes bored into mine as he took my index and middle finger 
into his mouth. His head lowered while his lips slid back and forth along them a few times. He stopped at the 
last knuckles, giving me what | thought was a pleading look. | pushed my hand forward, the tips of my fingers 
entering his throat. He gagged, his body jerking as his throat contracted around my fingers. 


| pulled back, and Trent lifted his head with a sigh. He inched back on his knees before reaching for my jeans. | 
swallowed, feeling his hands touch me there sent a thrill through my body. | heard a snapping sound as he 
undid the metal button, then my zipper coming down. | lifted my hips for a moment as he pulled the jeans 
down my legs, and finally to the floor. He moved closer to me, positioning himself further between my legs. | 
reclined and braced myself with my hands while his own snaked up my thighs, one of his palms stroking my 
erection through my underwear. 


Finally. God, finally he took it out. And he wasted no time taking it into that hot, wet mouth. | cursed, my head 
falling back while he sucked my cock. His head bobbed as he took his time working the rest of it inside, his 
right hand closed around the base. 


He hummed against my length, and | throbbed inside his mouth. | squeezed my eyes shut, my hands clenching 
into fists while willing myself to delay my own orgasm. Opening my eyes, | caught his innocent gaze, turning me 
on something fierce while he had me down his throat. | let out a short gasp when he contracted, eliciting a 


wonderful gagging sound followed by a deep moan around my engulfed flesh. 
Trent drew back with a gasp. "I think I'm ready," 
| grinned. "You think you're ready?" 


He batted his lashes at me without a word, and stood up in front of the bed. | thought | had said something 


wrong, until he started undressing himself. 
"Wait" 
He stopped and straightened up. 


| sat up, moving to the foot of the bed before standing. "Leave that on. Let me do it" 


| heard a quivering breath when my hand caressed his thigh. | gave it a gentle squeeze before toying with the 
front strap of the garter belt. | observed his face, his cheeks flushed in a more intense shade of pink than 


earlier. 
"Okay," he whispered with a nod. 


He turned around, his ass rutting against my cock when he bent over the dresser. | studied his reflection as | 
touched him, biting his lip while my hand groped the round curve of his backside. He could have gotten off 
from my mere touch, | wouldn't have put it past him. With both hands around his hips, | shoved my fingers 
underneath the waistband of his shorts. | grunted as | forced the tight leather down his legs before letting 


them go, and they fell to a pool around his ankles. 

| spit in my palm and ran it up and down my shaft, lubricating myself with my saliva. | pressed the tip against 
his hole, to which he let out a stifled grunt. | looked at him in the mirror again before going further. He had 
his head bowed down, against his folded hands. 

"Okay?" 


Trent lifted his head, enough to see his ardent eyes. "Yeah." 


| pushed myself inside, both of us groaning in unison the moment my length entered him. Bracing my hands 
around his hips, my thumbs pressed gently into the two dimples above his ass. | moved back and forth to ease 
myself further inside. He lowered his head again, muffling his mewling. 


"Fuck," he breathed, pushing his hips back against me. 


He moved a bit faster than me, so | matched his pace, my skin flush against his at every thrust inward. He 
was absolutely precious like this, his hands splayed across the dresser, cursing between gasps and moans. My 
eyes flickered straight down, admiring the way he took all of me in his tight heat with ease. | brought my gaze 
forward again, his back becoming slick with sweat. He ran a hand through his hair, pushing it away from his 


face. 


| thought about pulling it, just lightly. He loved it when | manhandled him. Anything that would hurt the average 
person brought him immense pleasure. He trusted me enough to fulfill his desires, knowing | wouldn't oblige for 
the sole purpose of putting bruises on him until he fell unconscious. | loved making him feel good with my 
touch, hearing my own name leave his lips with a satisfied moan while he writhed. 


And writhe he did, his voice trembled during what sounded like an attempt to form words. One of his hands 
scrambled against the dresser for something to hold on to, the other pumping his cock. | still fucked him while 
his climax reduced him to a panting, sweaty, shaking mess. He jerked forward each time | bucked my hips into 
him, his eyes meeting mine in the mirror. His pink lips hung open, uttering a faint "ah" with each thrust. His 


sounds grew longer in duration, louder as | went faster. 


"Ugh... T-Trent.." My hands tightened around his hips while | erupted in sharp, erratic thrusts. My voice 


quivered in hisses and broken moans as orgasmic waves rippled through me. 

"Yeah, that's it," he purred. "Fuckin! come for me, Kevin" 

My member throbbed at each short moment of release until | felt nothing left. The waves died down soon 
after, leaving me exhausted and gasping for air. | stumbled backwards as | pulled out of Trent. He straightened 
up and turned around. 


"You alright?" He cocked his head slightly, his eyes travelling to my own 


| blinked as slow as | nodded, rubbing my heavy eyes with my fingers. "No, yeah-- | feel.. like | need to go to 
bed." 


"Tired?" 
| nodded again. 


"Oh, that's.. that's too bad," his voice faltered to a near whisper. "I was hoping we could do it again" 


"Again?" | recoiled at my own reply, sounding way harsher and annoyed than | intended. | sat at the foot of the 
bed, letting the rest of my weight go until | lay flat on my back. "I would love to, but I'd hate to fall asleep in 
the middle of it." 


"Is you falling asleep supposed to stop me?" 


| cut my eyes at him, wondering what the fuck he meant by that. 


